MR.   ANTHONY   EDEN
with advantage have been bigger. His smile is bright
but neither facetious nor adolescent. Seriousness
quickly supervenes. Above his collar his hair is begin-
ning to be flecked with grey. If he had no glasses on
he would screw up his eyes to see his fan's face. Or he
might peer at her through the heavy lenses of his
spectacles. In fact she would have to converse with a
man of anxious and intellectual exterior who would
need severe treatment from a make-up artist before
he could safely walk the stage.
And then her preconceptions would suffer another
blow. Whether they talked of the weather, or litera-
ture, or politics there would be no enchanting tones
of voice; no resonant chords to suggest Gary Cooper
or Godfrey Tearle; no tones that recall Mr. Ivor
Novello; just a rather high-pitched, tired, almost
blase delivery. Personally he is extremely agreeable.
He has some tricks of manner which disarm com-
panions. The Old Etonian-Army background can be
seen as he drawls out a " What?"; thus he gives himself
time to think when he is asked for his opinion. It is a
gentle avuncular little sound, half pitying, remotely
condescending. Some colonels can say no more. But
Major Eden can do better. He has culled a priceless
device from the repertoires of Baldwin and Lloyd
George. However dull or stupid or obscure his com-
panion may be he will invite his opinion as though it
is something worth having. Immediately the little per-
son swells with self-importance and springs into top
gear. He forgets that he is speaking to a man of deep
knowledge and great experience; in a moment he is
talking away to an apparently interested listener. He
comes away with a profound sense of the intelligence,
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